Not with the glances of a wanton eye
He gazed at her, but all in sober guise,
And pondered on her deeply in this wise:

Commending to his heart her womanhood,
And virtue passing that of any wight,
Of so young age in face and habitude.
For though the people have no deep insight
In virtue, he considered all aright
Her goodness, and decided that he would
Wed only her, if ever wed he should.

The day of wedding came, but no one can

Tell who the woman is that bride shall be;

At which strange thing they wondered, many a man,

And they said, marvelling, in privacy:

"Will not our lord yet leave his vanity?

Will he not wed? Alas, alas, the while!

Why will he thus himself and us beguile?"

Nevertheless, this marquis has bade make,

Of jewels set in gold and in rich azure,

Brooches and rings, all for Griselda's sake,

And for her garments took he then the measure

By a young maiden of her form and stature,

And found all other ornaments as well

That for such wedding would be meet to tell.

The rime of mid-morn of that very day
Approached when this lord's marriage was to be;
And all the palace was bedecked and gay,
Both hall and chambers, each in its degree;
With kitchens stuffed with food in great plenty,
There might one see the last and least dainty
That could be found in all of Italy.

This regal marquis, splendidly arrayed,
With lords and ladies in his company
(Who to attend the feasting had been prayed).
And of his retinue the bachelory,
With many a sound of sundry melody,
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